now moody almost to moroseness: he was tired of talking; and the
associations of the theatre made him feel bored and irritable.
"Here!" he said, breaking off abruptly: "I cant spend the whole
day talking to you. Ta ta, Mosey. Send the motor at 6.15; and
dont forget the flowers/'
He turned away with a little shiver; splayed his lower lip askew
with a coarse grimace; and flung down the stairs thoroughly out
of sorts. Denbigh looked after him with a cunning air of petty
triumph, and then sent a stage whisper through the window to
his colleague within.
"Lorry."
"Yes?"
"Got Glossop for twentyfive bob."
"No!!!"
"I have though."
"What'll he say when he finds out that Tommy Dobbs has put
up the west end rate to thirty this week?"
"Dont care what he says. Ive done him, greedy bounder! and
thats enough for me. More than Dabernoon could, you bet."
And Denbigh, childishly self-satisfied, went into the cabin to
receive the congratulations of his colleague more intimately.
Gerald Bridges, listening to this conversation under cover of
studying the framed playbill of the evening's performance, found
his hobby revolting against these two men with an intensity which
revealed to him for the first time how deep a hold the theatre had
upon him. Besides, he was amazed, being a novice in everything
theatrical except his old habit of going to the pit for two shillings
or half-a-crown, and seeing things "from the front." Even in
those now old-fashioned days he might, had he gained any inside
knowledge of the box office, have learnt enough to have become
perfectly familiar with the view of the theatre taken by Glossop
and Denbigh, and to have recognized in the practices they were
discussing only a development—and not even a very remote or
extravagant development—of a system which had flourished
under his very nose.
The theatre had always been fairyland to him: he had never

